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S Wriirerit.Dd Dead? How ſolemn is 


— 


the ſound! 1 ; 
Let Mourning cover all the Nations round; 
Let Saints unite before the Throne of Grace, j 
And beg of Gop for one to fill his place. 
Y* Americans, I mourn to think of you, 4 
Where will you flee, or whither will you go: 
WHITEFIELD is dead, your Lover, Preacher, 2 


Guide, 


_ 
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Is gone---to Heaven to ſing by Jesv's fide! 
How great his labour, in this World below, ; 1 
What pains he took the Goſpel Trump o 
blow! | 
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1 W hen this was ſounded thro? his Native Iſt, 


5 OM was next his Care, and Toil, 

[ | Or Wayes, or Joris or rolling Billows all, 
Couꝰd quench the fire enkindled in his Soul; 
Along he faiPd, with Jesvs in his view, 
And well inform'd the rude unthinking crew. 
But when the diſtant hills he did diſery, 

| Dear Wurrzp1ELD? sſoul was lifted upon high 
Then down he fell upon his bended knces, 
And thank d his Gop, for managing the Scas. 
The harbour then he enter'd all in Joy, 

; And with delight, begun the ſweet employ; 
The Goſpel Trump he lifted up on B, 
Th admiring Throng did all FOr Mercy cry: 
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* He Preach d Salvation thro! the Saviour's 


blood, 
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And they believing, cry'd my Lord, my God 
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Twas then you could on xs vs Cyrrsr depend 
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And bleſs the Lord for ſending ſuch a friend 1 

By Faith he ſent your Souls to Heaven above. 

Wafted by Prayer, and Praiſe, in Ixsu's Lov 

But now ye mourning Souls, 1n crowds below, 

Your Hearts are fill'd with pain, and grief, 
and woe. 

Oh why! ſo full of grief, diſtreſs, ind pain? 


CryrisT doth reign! 1 
Lo him direct your cries, your proeye!'s, and | 
tears, 
His Blood apply'd, will baniſh all your tears: 


Now roll your Souls on his Atoning blood?! 


By Faith ſink down into the wounds of Gop, * | 


Tis there yowl find a heller from all S!9rms, 
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Tis there you'll reſt /erure from all Larns; 
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Hark !---Hark!1---how 
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. when the tedious 3 veurs are fled away, 


The curtain drifen, of lite's HOP ages day, 


vor ſculs prepar d, ſhall mount upon the wing, 
And ſcorn to think of any Earthly thing; | 
Your Souls on Angel's Wings ſhall fly away, 


To ſee dear WRITETIEIp in eternal Day. 

See !---there is WHITEFIELD, cloſe by IEsv's 
ſide, 

How gh; he ſbines] and yet how free from 


Pride 


Bchold upon his Head the gloritus Crown / 


But ſee---at Jes8v's fect he humbly caſts i: 
down, 
ioud, how {weet his 


12 gives to CHRIST 5 
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Go on, dear Wurferreo! 4 cry 2 all che 


Hoſt, 


Praiſe Gov the FarnER, Son, and Ilour 


GHOST! 
ou * 
. O gracious Gov! prepere me for that day, 


Whenm Y £997 Sol from Forth Hl fee ee aw. 


n By Faith #x/te me, unto CHRIST my rat 


7 3 ; 2 
And let me live, and We, as WIITEII ED did. 
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? ND art cho u gone, My . dear, 
- Now lifted high above the 1 Fo 4 
— 4 9 * 
Ot mortal wretched chings; 


| Eheircled now, with radiant bands, 

Böeſore the Throne, my Brother ſtands, 
The ſong of Love he ſings. 

But hark! methinks, I hear him lay, 


Farewel Q lite's tempeſtuous Day, 
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Ba bees ap hd of all my care, 
* _ An end of all my Pains, 
5 "Tis here, 1 feed on bread Divine, 
While flaming Seraphs with me join, 
the. * Shs extol the ſon of Gon, 
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. Who brought me thro' the World below, 


And freed my Soul from all ber woe, 

Made clean in IEsu's Blood. 
* | Come deareſt Log Dp, and lead us on; 
25 Thy. Boſorn let us lean upon, 


And tread the Valley thro'? 


. - By Wenke 5 Counſel, helped here, 
Well mount vith hip, above this ſphere, 


And Reign wi th Jz5us too! | 


